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,he center of my childhood universe was the sleepy, little, 
gossipy village of Fitchville, a few houses and streets nested 
Van ^ lc F'lver in the town of Bozrah, Connecticut. 
I- i Lc h v 1 1 1 e owed much of its ; character to the local quilt mill, 

« u , ;?r" ed building's of, the village duplex houses in the 

Bell ly i. yUU Bn 

My family moved to Fitchville in 1948, when I was about 4 
and my brother Tim was a few months old. My father, Bernie, had 
accepted a job as the manager of the P&Q Clothing store in 
Norwich, a aty of about forty thousand people 8. miles away, and 
he, my mother, Hannah, Tim, and I, settled in Fitchville after 
moving from Manchester, New Hampshire. One of the more 
interesting aspects of the move was that my mother's parents, Tim 
and Julie Fields, both grew up very close to Fitchville over 50 
years before, Tim on a farm in Lebanon, a neighboring town, and 
Julie, as an orphan, with her aunt Catherine, in Norwich- That 
was a part of my heritage I never fully appreciated or studied, 
although my brother Timmy, the keeper of the family traditions; 
has done much better at it than I. 

We lived in one of the village duplex houses, 56 River Road, 
a small arc of a one lane street that stretched from the Town 
Hall to the Horseshoe- and back out to Route 2, the main road 
from Norwich through Colchester and on to Hartford 35 or 40 mile-* 
away. There were seven, virtually identical duplexes that looked 

R _ VSr R ° ad ° nt ° Fi t chvil le? Pond, and another three 
that did the same along the water side of "the Horseshoe"- 

Each of the houses along River Road had a large back yard 
?- * ’ smaller front yard. Depending upon where your house was 

located on Rxver Road, there was a large yard across the street 
which extended down to the shores of Fitchville Pond. The larqest 
of these were down toward -the Horseshoe-. Our house was in the 
middle of the arc and our waterside land was down over -the 
banker, , a small bank that fell off from the roadside. 

.T* 1 ? boundaries of this early universe were "the Pond", the 
Town Hall, "the Horseshoe", and, probably without my parents 
fully realized understanding, "the Back Orchard". It wa= 
generally throughout this world that I roamed in those childhood 
dctys of the early fifties, sometimes even venturing to the outer 
limits, mostly the wildly exotic edges of "the Back Orchard" « 

I'm not at all sure that my parents ever realized the extent of 

my exploration to the forbidden zones along the banks of the 

v antic River, below Fitchville Dam, in and around the warehouses 

and railroad tracks of Stockhouse Road, or into the wilderness 
we entered when crossing Brush Hill! 
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ny guides back then w «ro>mw • , 

si v t ^°° r in the same dupi^^o^ p®rt h of r ?h I°r y Main ’ who.lived 
-> years or so older than»me , anH . . bat time and was , .about 

Elton, who was about 4 yeals’oldel II* cousin .' Raymond; ''Squeaky" 
the first house on the wll|? 3 °^ Squeaky'! ^ v Id in 
them both, but I think ‘‘Squeaky^ wls ^% Hors ^hoe" , tI idolized 
}. was a little afraid of^q^v t * V fa Vorxte, , partly because 
bigger, so he was a littie^ifli • ,V? mmy seem ^d much older and 
that almost seemed Uta a*ptiSe?haf 109 ’ T °«"V *nd "SqueaKy"" 

were inseperable. Their moth(=>r-« hat was as indivisible . as thev 
K \ tiB Elton, „ ho Martha Perrone and 

pa raarch of this universefc^Mr. Main. SU9 ters of .the supreme 

I remember Mr, Main / ae ^ . . 

grandfather with a busby, mustach^ ’ t “^ P ° ken ' whit e-haired 
ultimate teacher, as he oassoH i e * -J He must.,. have been the 
Orchard" and the Veit of Itl alon 9 the secrets of "thl Ball 
days. by mother wlu^^^ - a * ^^bviUe ^ 
unless Mr. Main signal led . that it wal ^kate on. Fitchvil le Pond 
fishing station out alona "+-h a l, WaS ° k by sotting up his ice- 
uhere the running current of the^antic^ "L ‘ that part °* The Pond 
dangerous. If it „ a3 gafe OL ,t there tha; ice ■»= 

on t think I ever knew what Mr. Main hJh'I?* 3 Safe an y where ! I 
remember he maintained some dhickens^h*! ° P 3 llving -’ although 
to the mothers of the villano okens th at provided fresh eons 

Hill just off "the ^Id % Hl LX P l K H J™ ™ bSX 

,Bre - uch — - i- a ^ 

wooded n a^a B LrSring t ar„^ r RouU f “ eS ’d " thB Baafc "-hard" „as a 
in-enor, bordering i n the westVi*^ ® xtend ing north into the 
along Stockhouse Road. The olll hi nQ u USh HiU and the eas t 

thafh I"" the "‘own garage enl1 the ^"amber ‘hX 

that housed Bozrah's highway mail?! ’ th ^shackle buildings 
ump trucks, snow plows, Sanders shl* 3 ° pBratlons > a couple of 
The town garage" had some specia 1 Vhl l S ’ Snd ptuff like that, 

who maintained and plowed thl till- terS of its own, the men 

mother's frustration wl?h^ ^operltlofs^^ 8 '”- 1 1 «■ r 

figure out why River Road . ?he . ?* US " She; could never 

garage" seemed to be the 1*J 5tr f®t closest: to the "toll 

^ spr?„ r r or 



nr>xa 

^ij-v rr zzs&sj: 

sir.- 

llni er T r. C ii^ fences^ nS ^^t^^^^ y ^ : °'^°^ r ^ e9 *"^9ht^^f 

’"“” WaS ’ 1 “" d -‘V ^«SS* -- ‘H outf^d^^v 
T , ’.--y, Kj^.. grass or gravity. 

visitors- alnnn +-k ^ benches , 5 for both th» k ^ 1 ■ v? - . r . 

* . , 21 ^J-ong the baselinec; a -T:he home team ahh 

to sxt on along the f i *-<=+• u ? an b some other benrh& an d 

s»jm? ^ 

story of a h O w n ?L S "Back h 0^chard" iS ^ 1 h ^e ; ever ’ been told th 
know from later experience thlt ?? m J ' to be in the first place ? 
tarm and its lush <=n-i i , t it became part of th<=> n Place. I 

remember that there evito 1 *"" 1 tor * 'corn.: fi£« J da f ry 

” ltB " amS a PP a rently, n^accident? and ^aeh trees thirl? 

f«. tJipr'STSL^r-r'^o.^tlcn is a mont.ee a 

»as there thal , ^ ? rchard " ballfield. bu? i*2* ? f " >y first 
Both of my ngr P |!j kioned my lifelong love'affair know that it 

F1Blds< - ~jv? irur«&' ®£[ :S 


c " , » wno also toit 

Shoeless Joe Jackson, 


©ar 1 y-modern 


! ra ; M V mother and father werl 7 " brid ^" to the earl 

JIra -£vr.&% /«. 

Wlth - - — ■ 



?u-'t S fh°^t th^In BaCk ° rChard1 ' Were ^ introduction to the game 

that these are my earliest remnorfinnr * . . game, 

out on a ball-field, poundina an anr-io 4- C ^i? , f P la Vmg ball, 

really had a chance P to be a m2 1 mitt? lowing then that I 

pass before I realised that drPA^ ea <3uer. Several years would 
LdIuea that dream was impossible- 

Those summer eveninas werm i .l.^ r,. 

and me on the basebal^i^. ™ h f ..^^rS" ^ EI £?» 
seemed to preside over these special ^ninL h .V 1 Main 

tutor than active partipant. "Squeaky" Elton's fathlJT m ° re SS * 

the resident coaches aK -r H S' . ti ton s fa ther was one of 

Angelo "Anqe" Perron? I have ° mmy ain s stepfather , the gentle 
the rest of the o?a«r. ^ me "° rieS ° f the ™. «‘b "9 «ith 

£ sr Sr 

There may have been several nfhar J , 

evenings and days in the "Back Orchard" d ^ ring these 

earliest memory times Dr . nh , hh llfield, during these 

Banninq- nthorl thI ’ pr ° bably some of the Barbers, the 

ocumxng^, owners- Their presence at fhnf 4- _ : 5 • 

^U°"get a te h ?e?er-! ‘'Mlrreeretar™^" °* "^'^Lr^hat^ 

ir a ^iF mo "° Lyf " aa " ay "" 

ballplayers I ever saw He r A,.iH w SqU ff ky was one of the best 

always wanted to be picked to be on° hii team because* V ’ ' T 
mn. Even then, winning was starting to £ ‘Lpo“ant. d 

fiBldl of ^nothing getting ^as^nim"^^^ thin9 d ° Wn in Mnter 
Those were the positions I wanted t^play"?^ 1 ^^ 9 ! h °h-^° P ' 

bu?iIJs y do^The'lef^^^d’unf 10 " th rh UP t the allB ^’ “ 

surprising power, considering his ’ relatively s^ght^ulld ^ut^e 

shunned iipersonations of a iong^ bai ^^0^’ ’ 

the -freet’ "on h= u i * sand - lot superstar. He 

idolT ’ Horseshoe", I knew him, he was 


general ly 
graceful , 
lived down 
friend , my 


my 


Squeaky" wets an outstandina athleffs t 
him will always be on the basebal 1 f i =i \ ® 1*1 ^ vision of 
outstanding football player as well" 1 The ‘"Back n h he .„ WaS an 
neat football field also*' The n^mml * 11 ® ack 0rcharr J was a 

° * The ^ ames -followed the seasons fairly 
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faithfully, so football came iri for its share of attention. My 
recollections of another friend, Billy Kozersky, crystallize in 
the football games m the "Back Orchard", where he extolled his 
fascination with the position of linebacker, although my guess is 
that these games with Billy came a little later. I don't 
remember BHiy quite as far back as the early baseball games with 
the Eltous and the Mams in those warm summer evenings. 

One of my earliest disappointments concerned "Squeaky'*;" 
hxgh school athletic career. The kids in Fitchville attended 
grammar school locally, at Fields Memorial School. Fields 
Memorial, named after an earlier generation of my mother's 
family, was the grammar school for the town of Bozrah, and was 
within convenient walking distance for those of us who lived in 
the village. In the fifties, Fields Memorial had first through 
eighth grade, no kindergarten , and its graduates were bussed to 
ree area high school alternatives; Norwich Free Academy ( NFA ^ 

,e Prestigious academic high school; St. Bernard's, the Catholir- 

M^ d ° n ’ and Norwich Tech > a new' trade school" 
Squeaky attended NFA and I had great hopes for his football and 
baseball prowess. In those days, unbeknownest to me, it wa= 
tough tor an "outsider" to crack the inner Norwich circles at 
NFA, socially, athletically, and probably most other ways, but I 
was not prepared for "Squeaky" not making the baseball team. I 
mean I was never thinking making the team, I assumed he would be 
its star. I was stunned, although I can't really be sure how he 
felt. Fur all that he had going for him, in my eyes at least, he 
was a very soft-spoken, almost shy kid outside of the famiiiar 
environs of the village. In retrospect, I guess he wasn't quite 

ready for life outside of Fitchville, at least on those terms I 
had chosen for him.. 


® u -j the "Back Orchard" held other secrets for those 
of us who roamed there beyond the baseball field. As much a<= 
baseball was woven into the fabric of our youthful souls, there 
were times that we put down our bats and gloves, chances are with 
a ragged old ball tucked neatly in "the pocket", and we took f c 
and paths, the higher ground, the thicker woods, to the 
of exploration and Indian lore. Tommy and "Squeaky" 
"Indian club", and it is here that I do have at least 
series of recollections of Harold Barber. 


the hills 
mysteries 
formed an 
one clear 


There 
protective 
bal 1 f ield * 
behind the 


was a high, gently twisting ridge that formed a 
nm beyond the outfield side of the "Back Orchard" 
directly across from "the main road" and directly 
"Town Garage". It was thick with maple and birch 
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trees , evergreens, underbrush, bri^-c- • , . , 

It w«« here ■ that I learned to peittte tender bar? 
spearmint shoots and chew on its natural -num" if ' ° f tha 

economical! It helped you learn fn! 9 T ' Xt Was ver V 

on top of the town whence oUobed thie ri^ ^ We " erB 

all the way to the dam, to the Mill to that BS W f CDuld 5Be 

“the Stockhouse" , out «ro 5s t a u fi A j£ l 2„ tr * Ck « ~* r 
of woods stretching toward- Brush Hin into the s f tlD " 

duplexes along "the main road" and he Ijekvards 

frontina on Rivpr R na H -ru •_, ~ oackyards of those 

^ is 

the cel" orthiritLlth ari The n cte ““ hi9h 5° int " hich bB “»» 

but very narrow, a! one side oT tte rl7„T s lT 1 "T *°" 9 - 

another much more gradually. It was protected bv . sharply » , and 

ones and small ones, thick foliloe thlb ^ ^ Y t trees ’ hu 9 B 

rain. Two trees became the focus of this small^learino SUn and 

stump standing about five feet out of the earth and ^h’ ° ne '' I 

20 or 25 feet n- f f a ii on . eartn, and the second, 

although 'of that I am not ^u^^^hi^^T 1 ^ th * first » 
headquarters of the Indian Club; it'was lerl th^t^r T* ^ 

p?23i B d ln iii at i™ B d° rCh SI t atJ B ? and ri ° ver5een ’ ^ brotherhood 

I remember the earliest deliberations of these rrurihl® 

"Squeaky ' s' 1 *" ‘direction 0 be ^ h ° 5en a " d . man V of « there looked In 
but ha gracefaUy dXcted k what many of us were thinking, 

lr n Chi b f ; .,I SqUeaky " ^e that^^Uke'the'rirhf choIce^TI 

sense * of doing 6 ' th^rig ht thi^g ^LooJin^ba^r^I ^ ^ ClaSS ^ 
club may have been Tommy' 's inc In ’ Ca " that the 

the loyalty of his cousTn ^ a " d he Was wel1 served by 

command! n * nd lmmedl *tely anointed second-in- 


rVr. srsV™ 

d n ? :rrEr-" -il- -- 

ar otherwise fashion, seati in”te't L, ’fk WB CarVe > 

close - to the Round Table as the youth of Fitchville eve^came' 
The carving began with a vengeance, shavings Ind wo^d chi^s 
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flvinq everywhere, the racket of hatchets smoting the hardwood. 
The trappings of ceremony and tradition were gradually rounding 

into place. 

So begins my favorite memory of Harold Barber. The Barbers 
werP a familv who lived on River Road. Raymond, Harold, an 

Billy were all brothers, all older than me by several years. Ray 
was the oldest, Tommy's age or a little alder, followed by 
Harold, close to "Squeaky's" age, and Billy. They had a step 
brother named David Carden, who was one of the few characters 
wounqer than I. I remember Harold as tall, thin, dark, very good 
looking, not an outstanding athlete, but quite eccentric and. 
frequently outrageous. As we were all carving our chairs in the 
ceremonial tree, Harold was the only one that carved in P 1 ^ 
drains" so, or so he said, that he could urinate(Harold didn t 
say urinate!) while sitting in his seat, and the “piss drains 
would carry away the foul liquid. Harold is also the only one of 
the braves who, true to his word, showed up at the club one day 
wearing only a loincloth, nothing underneath, in efforts to 
authenticate the organization. We all roared, but Tommy didn 
seem real pleased; even then, he had to be concerned abou 
discipline . 

Once the carving of the seats in the tree was completed for 
the fledgling tribe and other immediate area clean up 
accomplished, training began in earnest. Some of the ol er 

braves were Boy Scouts, I guess, and had learned various arts of 
the woods. Charlie Shelley and the Morse's were there too. 

Tommy and "Squeaky" established standards for membership, for 
promotion above the rank of initiate; unknowingly, they were 
preparing us for leaving the comfortable nest of the clearing, 
infusing us with self-confidence and wonder. We stood yards from 
the tree stump and had to bury the hatchet into its girth so many 
times in a row; we stepped back even further, and had to launch 
swift, accurate throws of our hunting knives into the same 

target. We fashioned head bands, glimpses of our identities in 
their symbols- 

They taught us to select the finest saplings for our spears 
and bows and arrows, and how to mark them, how to bend the^ bow 
and lance the tips so the bow string could seat. How to 
the arrows, how to lash on the warheads! All homemade, noJiing 

from" the stores, except the knives, the bow string, the hatchets. 

We spent a lot of time in the clearing camp while 

combinations of the older braves ventured out on patrol. These 



were the hours of whittling, 'carving pieces of wood into knives, 
spears, figurines, waiting for our first real missions. There 
was a fine art to carving one's initials into the bark of a tree. 
The writer first selected a smooth part of the tree trunk and 
then proceeded to first outline the initials, and then carve 
very deeply below the outer bark layer; once the outline was 
carved into the bark, the" writer carefully lifted the bark 
within the deep cuts, beautiful.ly exposing the tree's innards in 
the shape of the initials. Initials were everywhere, the club 
certainly was not anonymous! But, there was safety in the 
initials, as we carved them everywhere we roamed, a welcome sign 
that we were on friendly ground on those few occasions when any 
of us "seasoned" scouts became disoriented. 

At some point, our training was set aside and we set forth 
on our long range reconnaissance patrols, to the edges of the 
universe, bravely, excited, scared shitless at times. We were 
armed to the teeth, headbands, bows and an ample supply of well- 
tested, aerodynamic arrows; spears with nasty, lethal tips; 
hatchets slung from our belts; hunting knives jammed into out 
waistbands; Boy Scout knives in the pockets of our jeans. We 
carried canteens of water, but knew the natural springs of fresh 
water that seeped from the ledges where we could replensih our 
supplies. 

The woods surrounding the "Back Orchard" ballfield were 
crisscrossed with old paths, trails, and two-rutted, unimproved, 
long-abandoned vehicle roads. A couple of these roads entered 
the "Back Orchard" off the "main road" and Stockhouse Road, and 
were occasionally used to access the ballfield, particularly when 
the Volunteer Fire Department held its summer picnic there. But. 
in general, the woods were as close to the wilderness frontier as 
one would likely find, relatively unscathed and unblemished by 
adults, pollution, crime. The woods were not free of fear and 
danger, but it was a great place for these gentle tests of 
courage, adventure, initiative, instinct, self-esteem, and 
camaraderie . 

The woods were alive with its native inhabitants as well. 
There were squirrels, chipmunks, birds of all kinds, insects, 
some snakes, muskrats, raccoons, skunks, cats, possibly some 
transient deer and bear as well. It was thick and vibrant; you 
never really felt alone, even on those frequent days there on 
solo patrol. I felt like Kit Carson, Jim Bridgers, Lewis and 
Clark, a white man masked in the disguise of the Red Man, at one 
with the earth, . moving gently across its wonder, leaving no 


a 


to TilToTZtlc.. to " r “-«• "Ot to waste , not 

safe, to pass on to the ioung^ ^ 0 ^ ton'" ° f ?“"? intaI:t - 
»e would select, that we could trust? only those that 

We roamed the wooHc= , . . 

headquarters, along famUitr \raul It* fir si™ tut * 

stretching our boundaries and wits with them nAe nt £ h 

exotic outposts of this emDire wa. f hD + 0ne °t the most 

deeper woods beyond Brush Hill. The actual ^rio ledges ir ' the 

about a mile or mile and a half rvur«H-i ^ tUa * tr p w as probably 

from the cereoonial council tree d ™ n thB "°° ded tidge 

plains of the ballfield bad ’into !t 9 1 J croSB the great 

?*“• — «» *long on^i T^Ir.^ X 

i!™" r„de r ;ln!i ling LTa"^ T"* -’S «“-«•* ^ " 

way, seasoned veteran gCides Ind tearhs^ ^ " Sg ^^V" led the 

the band split up on boJh sides of "® paralled the road, 

bushes, trees, and underbrush. There^would^e ^7" ° f * H ® 
attacks, no ambushes of these braves' uZ ! "° surprise 

securely, unseen, silent "f*® “raves We moved steadily but 

patrol Alarm fhp u,-* gnals guiding each section of the 

limb that ^ng o!lr ^ ^7^1^ H - d " ■, , a tree 

and venture out over the illlin Z t b ° hang from the limb 

ever farther, ever a L below ’ hand-over-hand, 

challenge. higher off the ground, another tribal 


primi f tI!o by indIL T * rda ™ ble ^osimilo of a 

earner braves. True to th! ipirlt irihrllfh^f 7 " ^ 
from the raw materials of woods hi 1 "® S fashiD "ed 

functional in its simolicifv r ? d £ but was remarkably 

■V at one end, the o^er eAd Groaned T’ strai ft and with a 
into the ground, about five feet apart —a* P 011 ? 1 ’ were driven 
feet high. Another sfrAinhf k ? and aboLlt three or four 

V „ Lt a ht branch Was restBd horizontally and 


l a ca:pfI^ rel ^fne:nX^>waI°;: ing SO " ethi "* a -Pit over 
other tree branches, with all their le! P 1 Bted , layin| 3 lots of 
criss-crossed weave, from the top of thiT^spit” t^the 5 ' ^ h* 
forming a protective roof. We stepped therS ofte^ an„e h ’ 
groups, to rest, to chat, to ponder ?he wonder o^It tu. 


As the 
patrols on 
signalled a 
moved out 


band 
either 
halt, 
to scan 


approached Brush Hill, the 
side of the road, Tommy 
and gave the command to take 
t the crossing. This was 


leaders of the 
and "Squeaky" , 
cover, as they 
serious stuff, 
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weaponry ! & * U this Amalia and 

that drifted through these woods!’ V' ^on^ur^ eaderi^re^urned 

:o:i ly our ke \rwoodsir;w f ;Lost c t ^ in9s and si9 - iied - 

paused briefly at its shoulder, swif tly 0^035^00 ? ^ 

Hil l? hed lnt ° thS 1Ush on thi ««t.m “ d : i 0 S? ’srSh 


It was almost another wnrl h i 

road, just a deeper ai ,i pi . pr * h re WGre no suggestions of a 
remember a email brook that t Z"" "r™ untouc hed frontier. 1 
gently falling d^n ^he go^^r *f the ,"n^ 'V thS r ° ad ’ 

refilled ear canteens and marveUed at the c co'i'f HiIK 
pools. There was never any auestinn t-hot j_ k ’ . olc * spring fed 
drink; we trusted that it was so anri T ^ Safe to 

ttrreL:—thtrLi:tit 9 of: u t^ar % 

rzt: p rzizzzzz:z’ :rr -i“:g^v%n r„ ts 

look no losses, no unnecessary chances. 

; -h r "°°?h d t 1 ^ 

like a fortress rAthpr c=mr-^KK , T Us " They looked 

edges and formations to allow th^or^n ! f u^raves^ "cl^t 
all over them. From the h^.c= 0 +. K „ t x - lJ - rLli oraves to climb 

or 40 feet high at theft pl^ «y ll llo iZl ZZZ^ tZ^ ^ 
could actually get to the ton rath.t ln length. We 

foot and approaching from the rear ^buf fh X f lcinking them on 

r ^z 

°L th tbStr h ;-^ 9 oit a i 3 ttr!r :: V“ d 

vines , again to be briefly su-nen^Irt^ Cllngin 9 to the 

ji ,L r h suspended over the nrmmH ^ , . T l • 

adventure was taken gingerly by all of us ? ^md below. This 

flaUnted --/proL^^^ilf^Lrthe 0 ^^ 


deep ^reJic^ru^intobthJ thG V ^h SWingS Were Punched was t 
there ever- was one! it was aT ledg f J a , secret compartment i- 

tall enough for any of us to stancTup in^ S Th° dY Wldth wide - anc 
the ledge only a few fs et but its eT ? ’ Th f crevice went intc 
worthwhile. its potential * rr 4- h e ? lstence alone made this tri ( 

potential for the imagination was unlimited an! 



I returned here often, many 'times with all or some of my 
braves, many times alone.. The scripts were endless! 


fellow 


We 


The trip to the ledges took most of the middle of the day. 
set up a camp near the base of the ledges and removed some of 
our weapons. No self-respecting brave, however, was generally 
ever caught without his hunting knife and jackknife on him or 
very nearby. We did more local, exploring in the immediate area, 
but I don t recall venturing much beyond these ledges. We 
learned the art of swinging on the vines and climbing into, over, 
and along every reachable nook and cranny of the ledge system! 
We stood at its peak and surveyed the woods in all directions. I 
recall no evidence of civilization there, a marked contrast to 
our ridgetop base camp with its ceremonial tree trunks which 
looked out onto the village of Fitchville. 


some point in the early afternoon, our leaders signalled 
that it was time to make the return trip. There was no 
abandoning of discipline, no f ree-f or-al 1 . We retraced our 
steps, reformed into our silent patrols, fanning out into th^ 
brush, shadowing now familiar trails that only hours before were 
unknown to some of us. We returned to the brook, pausing for 
anyone that needed to refill their canteens, and' crept silently 
o he crossing of Brush Hill. Like phantoms, in virtual unison, 
^toie across the tarmac on signal, again vanishing into the 
more familiar eastern woods, for the return to our camp. 

Sometimes our other missions returned us to the fringes of 
civilization. We learned the world of the "Stockhouse", inside 
and out. The "Stockhouse" was actually two large warehouse 
buildings along Stockhouse Road (what else !) , behind the main 
stone buildings of the Mill, which originally probably served as 
storage areas for the Mill operations, but by the fifties were 
used separately for various warehousing operations by other 
businesses. One was the King-Seeley/Thermos company, a Norwich, 
Connecticut manufacturer. There was a railroad spur for the 
-.entr* 1 Vermont freight trains which operated along these 
sidings, hauling freight in and out of the warehouses. Trailer 
trucks, too, big ones, small ones, were consistent vendors, 
parked along Stockhouse Road as well as straddling the train 
tracks on the lower side of the buildings. 

We got to know the warehousemen, who gave us tantalizing 
g impses of the exotic cargoes they stored and hand 1 ed ( Columbia 
bicycles comes to mind!), hoping that they could give us samples 
because we were friends. That never happened, but they did let 
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Dn th v tock ’ scali "9 

n=urss 2 k\=e-"5 zrjsj^rjz 


The highlight of the trine f n a. k „ . , , 

arrival of the freight traine' P Th the st ockhauses was the 

idle freight carsltr n ^ There were osgaHy a couple of 

over which we end less 1 y" c l imbed 6 throu 9h°ut and all 

seal ing the stee" llddirs on'the facinn^ Pt ** 

probably without sufficient caution the cars > and » 

of the cars, always the thrill nT U to patro1 the roofs 

the unmi stateable commotion of the Central Vermont t^ ** • ^ 
approaching from the east that made these misLons a succe^? 1 ^ 5 

approach with whistles atThe 6 ’ the !? team en 9 ines announced their 
the chugging ' of t^Tr "3 at ; ded H ba -^oads crossings, and 

out of the warehouse 1 Hi nc power plants - We fi ew 

tracks, often strateoica *?** lnt0 the Underbrush a l°ng the 

engines to crush into oblivion ihH Dn the rails, for the 

rounded the last bend we aa-nri" ^ th ^ ma 9 nif icient relics 

tempered power, onagri of ttelr LpIpdZ e p thBl1 ' hUfti " 9 i 

them along the last few ^ 

road crossing , and onto the stockhouse sidings? fl " al 

dropping some off and t picking n up r others Ver some the t frBi9ht cars ’ 

zTmS b t : £r : r-“-" 

Of the crews; we always wavS^" 6 tPe ® n 9 lneers a " d the members 
There were many special timps . , .P usually waved back, 

and into > the heavino contend engineers waved us aboard, 

loading dock! They taCoht ^ “! 5Pran9 from the ^ncrete 

trailing coal car il ^he cllH ^o shovel the coal from the 

the black steel door of thn + r ° n ° power plant, through 

pull the whistle cord t n hTT' " K COmpartmen ^ t. . They let us 

engine, another verification nf ^ 3 ° Ve din steam 

verification of who we were., adventurers still. 

slowly Y into~Fitchvil le aS the 1 r tS f n ° r ■fourteen, progress drifted 
with tht modern ^ra ^"t Ra “™d dosed its 
visions of the spark lino oipl/ ^ * Were e " ci ted by the 

arrival ultimately signalled a dif tren^ tlme^a" tme af^ 
older, of leaving the Fitrhvilio r Clrne * a time of growing 

missions that wodd yant us in thousands^} 
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frBiBht traina heid ub safeiy 

0 . Just beyond the stockhouses, at the crest nf hiii K 
btock house Road fell sharniw ' . , crest of a hill where 

of the Vantic River a sman al ° ng the lo «-lying banks 

«ild and untend ed ’ W * Iw thH in , Tul"^ ^ 

braves on yet another clandestine m* * th ^ sprin< 3? covertly as 

the ridge, as iusf, Sh f 5 .*” ’T 0 " ° Ur l»W-P on 

rompings. The grove was nrnh hi e rCursion from our warehouse 
abandoned an a, m ‘ y t a ° Ut * ’ uarter ^re of 

for some logical purpose. Si "Is ^r IIT 5 ? ef ° rB by s °""— 

f or V that 5 mat ter" "" tr « 

. r* It is probably some sort of miracle thnt ' 

Of us ever was poisoned by our enthusiast- i r r-nr, 1 that none 
wild peaches, but, e-cenf i ° » enthusiastic consumption of these 

recall any dirkll ’ tr^ISlel occasional sore stomach, I can - t 


they ^ were" tender -1 and juicy"" * bright ^ kne “ fr ° m the 

Tommy 

help the US peIches r growiI g TylIy P “ S rin b r k T° s ^ ° rOVB ' ’ t0 

preservation, r esponsipi 1 ty fo 


store ; 
, the 
like a 
rushed 
them ! 
as he 
hel p 
ht of 
ition , 
r its 


frontiers of ti 1 1' ^he^ T Cl ° Se to the 

Vantic River below us, the rocks Jnd ^ 1 ^ wanderings of the 
visible in the low tide nf tho ulders of its riverbed 

fishermen lining its banks nart ■ SL, mmer . But sometimes the 
trout season in the Sprint h ^' rly dUr *"9 th « h«gtt of the 

underbrush and the fringes of’ the woods ^s talk ino had ° WS of the 
unseen but by ourselves. ? stal king 3 survei 1 1 ing 5 

journey was'^always^^th^windinq 1 ^! imb^^th ^ laSt leg ° f the 
of the club, where weapons were saf'el ^stored 1 96 h° thB ba5ecam P 
for our re-emergence into “ui hlf ’ " B P re P a hed 

village. Some of us had baUgal;! to May a oil’ - T ^ thS 

go home for supper, to "check-in" In J n' St needed to 

exhilarating day on the frontier. But althn, h ■ J° ng H hard ’ 

* OLlt ’ although it was good to 
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get. home, I don't think any of us ever really shared the secrets 
of those days with anyone, least of all our parents. There were 
other missions that needed mounting, other trails to follow or 
chart for the first, time; no one wanted to risk boundaries being 
redefined as a result of a lajsse into candor. I suspect that the 
rather standard answer to the question "what did you do today?" 
was something like "Nothing, we -just played in the Back Orchard!" 


